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Though stale, not ripe;   though   thin,,   yet   never
clear;
So sweetly mawkish, and so smoothly dull;
Heady, not strong; overflowing, though not full.
" Ah, Dennis I Gildon, ah 1 what ill-starred rage
Divides a friendship long confirmed by age ?
Blockheads with reason wicked wits abhor ;
But fool with fool is barbarous civil war.
Embrace, embrace, my sons ! be foes no more 1
Nor glad vile poets with true critics' gore.
" Behold yon pair, in strict embraces joined ;
How like in manners, and how like in mind !
Equal in wit, and equally polite,
Shall this a Pasquin, that a Grumbler write ;
Like are their merits, like rewards they share,
That shines a consul, this commissioner.
" But who is he, in closet close y-pent,
Of sober face, with learned dust besprent ?
Right well mine eyes arede the myster wight,
On parchment scraps y-fed? and Wormius hight.
To future ages may thy dulness last,
As thou preservest the dulness of the past!
" There, dim in clouds, the poring scholiasts mark,
Wits, who, like owls, see only in the dark.
A lumber-house of books in ev'ry head,
For ever reading, never to be read !
" But, where each science lifts its modern type>
Hist'ry her pot, divinity her pipe,
While proud philosophy repines to show^
Dishonest sight! his breeches rent below;